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I glanced around the crowded club and sighed
deeply. I wasn’t even sure why I was here. I’d never enjoyed
clubbing. I didn’t like the loud music or the press of bodies. Nor
was I in the mood for alcohol or flirting. The only thing I’d liked
was the dancing. But today I wasn’t in the mood for dancing. Or
anything else.

Yet, I’d wanted to escape the penthouse and
my own thoughts, and somehow a gay club had felt like the right
place to go.

By now, I was regretting that choice. I’d
barely walked in and already men were hitting on me, asking me to
dance, offering to buy me a drink, or just chatting me up. All with
the clear aim of sex. I could see in their eyes that they were
already thinking about bending me over and fucking me. Somehow, all
that attention made me feel nervous and extremely
uncomfortable.

I’d ordered something to drink, changing my
mind in the last moment and ordering something non-alcoholic. I
might be kind of absent without permission but that didn’t mean
that I wanted my higher functions impaired by alcohol. Besides, I’d
never been much of a drinker and I hated the taste of beer. Always
the good boy. No drinking, no clubbing, no casual sex. Instead, I’d
focused on school and work while trying to build some kind of
perfect dream. Successful career first, dating and the perfect
boyfriend next. Until the day it had all come crushing down around
my ears and I’d found myself installed in a luxurious room inside a
penthouse as the live-in sex-toy of a billionaire sadist.

And that was the crux of my current problem.
Mr. Thornton and my relationship with him. Except it wasn’t really
a relationship and more a business arrangement. What else do you
call sex for money than business? It surely didn’t involve any
feelings aside from physical attraction, less alone something like
love. At least not from Mr. Thornton. His position had been clear
from the beginning. He wanted a submissive, masochistic sex-toy. A
warm body he could use as he saw fit and sent away once he was
done.

At first, I’d been kind of happy with the
arrangement. Happy in the way that I had a roof over my head and
made good money even though the job wasn’t exactly what I’d ever
imagined doing. By training, I was an accountant and I’d always
thought I was a good one, until my ex-boss had managed to steal a
lot of money from very powerful and rich men and set me up to take
to fall. That’s also how I’d originally met Mr. Thornton as he’d
been one of the men in question. He and his friends had decided
that they wanted their revenge in trade. And that had involved a
rough and demeaning gang bang. My first intensive sexual
experience. I hadn’t been a completely inexperienced but I might as
well have been. During that night, I’d learned things about myself
that I still wasn’t sure I wanted to know.

After that, finding work in my chose field
was impossible. My former boss had black-listed me seemingly
everywhere and I didn’t have enough money to move somewhere else.
Enter Mr. Thornton with a very tempting contract. Room and board
plus a monthly payment in exchange for my sexual availability and
submission. Availability in that case meant 24/7. I was allowed to
leave the apartment and do stuff but I had to notify someone and
return immediately if Mr. Thornton wanted me.

I’d never really tested the boundaries of my
freedom. At first, I’d just holed up in my room or in the
penthouse’s library. Only slowly had I ventured outside, but then
always during the day when Mr. Thornton was at work in the office.
While he occasionally called me into his office for a
lunch-quickie, he usually preferred longer session on the weekends
or on days he worked from his home office.

Tonight was different. It was Friday evening
and he was bound to want me. Yet, I’d decided to head out.

The latest developments in our odd
relationship had left me confused, adrift, and kind of rebellious.
It had all started with Nigel. I still had no idea who or what
Nigel was in relation to Mr. Thornton. All I did know was that Mr.
Thornton had offered me to Nigel for sex. Now, my contract had a
clause in it where that was covered so I wasn't really in a
position to protest, but it had still chaffed and left me feeling
angry and misused.

I’d gotten used to Mr. Thornton and only Mr.
Thornton.

Intellectually, I knew that I meant nothing
to him. I simply was his current boy and sooner or later I would be
discarded. My heart unfortunately had other ideas. I still was
trying very hard to ignore the fact that I’d started to develop
feelings for Mr. Thornton. Feelings I had no idea what to do about.
I’d never really been in love before and I had no idea if I was
actually in love with Mr. Thornton. I knew that I wanted to belong
to him. Really belong, not just be one of his temporary toys.
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